von 


[think that J shall never see 
A poems lovely asa tree. 


A tree whose hungry mouth is prest 
Against (he carts sweet flowing breast, 


A tree that looks at God all day 
And lifts her leafy arms to pray; 
A tree that may in Summer wear 
A nest of robins in her bain 


Upon whose bosom snow has ain; 
Who intimately lives with rain. 
Poems are made by fools like me, 
But only God can make a tree, 


- Joyce Kilmer - 
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Ode to the weeds, May you always be weeds 


By Ana Sofia Harrison 


When is it that a plant becomes a plant 


} Gets pulled out 


Yanked of all it knows 
Raped 
Cashed in 


Inserted into a life untold 


j Pimped, mistreated and then sold 


Time 


after time again 


a Do we get to mourn? 


I do not wish to be found 


Nor chosen 
I exist simply when I am 
“Wild” 


and “untamed” 


So what? 


Being a nobody to you 


is being a weed 


Because when a plant becomes a plant 


It no longer does as it wishes 


No longer exists 


unseen 


When a plant becomes a plant 


It is never 
ever again 


Recently | ave been thinkinig Qa lot about} 
| the way that just a simple string of words, 
| poetry, not only helps us think through our 
own ideas, questions and thoughts but it 

1 also shows us a piece of our mind we would 
never see otherwise. A piece of our I've also recently been thinking a lot about 


i i d 
subconscious that everyday speaking the concept of human exceptionalism an 


oe cannot do. _-= the way | have interacted and thought of 
ag act e 


sa 


myself as a part of a greater ecological 
system. The trauma and tensions on our 
social, political and physical ecologies that 


P or ay 
aoe — 
ae 


human-centrism, and white settler | 


jali ate among many other J, 
On one of the first evenings of November, | colonialism cre 9 y Be 
} destructive patterns. “ 


got the idea to create this artist collective (a oa ¥ 


Pe dal 
Tee, 5 


result of exhaustion, premature nostalgia 
for new york, and the need to place my 
roy somewhere). | especially had— 
ee S aieet artistry regardless of | hope this event will allow for reflection o 
e 
‘the stage of an artists’ experience of writing the way we ee humans interact with the 
; . 4 world. Especially in a city like New York 
or making other kinds of art. . eo 
+. nd "where it is easy to be in a removed mindset 
: J from the ecological cycle. The goal of this | 
i event is to provoke thought about the 
intertwining oftife on earth, what is human, 


Soy | what is nature and natural flows of [i 
: re : conversation both literal and figurative that 


ie occur everyday. eng Cae 
i 


WO kere seme See 


2 Sea ee 


cmeEEN ins: AO ee 
RE an 


“ 
7 can act! can be so many options 


a TS Re . ree + 


Morning Gory 
By Haven Capone + 


nee ee 


Boot from the ball belting bleachers in an empty + 
B 
ar 


Black sabbath backed by cough attack 


_—r 


I feel like a woman on the way 
It’s complicated you make i 


It so much better 


] didn’t know but come on 


I did 
r 


Focus on the lime post pressure shot I heard Ltt et ar ee 


Free the birds feel freedom fuck the skyline _ they listen to me now ° 


er 


First, last long 


About time my muzzled joints blossomed 
Around the bone bashed baby face shrunk on shom sensitivity ba. oo, . 
A purple accessory licks lightbulbs clean sweep off the runway pretending not to kn 


About that fine 


I 


aie, 


te 
A re OAS Rel je AFCA AMPEG ALON ST 


| Wanna Be Your Lever (La Bionda) ! 


By Anne Sappenfield | 


I perch, a ledge on the outer hull 
Ripping wind, this absence of oxygen 
Atom splitting heat and infinite gaseous explosion 


strips my molecules like sand, 


off the top of a dune 


In this tin can of questionable construction, | 
who am I to pull the hatch? | 
when there is cake to be eaten, : 


and my conditions are yet undiagnosed 


| 
I decay from my fingernails, | 
carboload, the water pressed out of me. 
wake in a crashing spray. To treat: 
Prescribe unconsciousness, like I swore | never could, 


Sedate myself, an imperfect science 
I’m all strung out on tin cup telegraph lines. 
My arm, when I try to push it behind my back, 


the inside of my left knee, the avalanche took long ago. 


When the work is done (substance dependency and the failings of amateur acting) 


When both hip’ are back in their sockets and the tendons ‘tween my bones congeal, | 
might pressure tear me apart, PF y 
I'd love ame 


to be your lover | 


na — cere cae 


mare, ea, a FOND 


The Milk Man’s Son 
| By Aylin Calderon | 


be eee 


i We took sips of each other's glances 
until we were drunk off 

each other's eyes 

1 loved the way he looked at me k 


I fell in love with the milk man's { 

son. That hot 4th of July i 

[loved the way he looked at me 

I told him I wanted to see the world- ¢ 

so he took me my ae 

to the dime stores 

and bus stations : 
k 


on those bus rides we 
drank apple juice and each other's lips j 


clinging onto youth (<a = 


and possibility 


not because we created joy but . 
1 was willing 

t 
togotothat 4 
sunken place with him "4 
never when I was sober “==. 
he liked my drunken vulnerability 
| 
but when the sun rose and i- Le anton conan 
saw him for who he was- the milk man's son | 
1 dropped my eyes (not knowing how [ 
apple juice could taste so bitter) 
unwilling to explain 


I wo 4 ee 


Untitled | 


% 
! As the subway doors close J 


—— oe 


He transforms then 


we ee 
. 


In a blink of an eye 


7 


j Once a body i 
{ Now a puddle L Saad 


| Replied ong Paco 
| 


j Those tin walls don’t give a damn 
He disappears just like that 
Into a pool of coffee L_. 
™ mtd 
_ The aroma spilling into the aii 
Spreading as the train lurches forth 
——, : 
i Caffeine tentacles J 
“oo Reaching out a 
Li 0 our jittery feet t 


t 


4 
By Ana Sofia Harrison 
¢ 

ee 


se eo ee 
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* Why Sunflowers Turn Towards the Sun 
= | By Caroline Shimeall 

F i ee | 


Because they yearn for the loving caress 


of dancing thermal particles and shimmering golden waves 


See ee 


Because they envy that bright flower above, 


that never loses its eternal glow | 


Te tari 


i 


} Because they cannot see, only feel, 
i so they stretch, reach, grow 
: 


towards their celestial god 


Because what else is there to do besides upturning one’s petals, ! 


; : peel 
when in a week, the season’s past 


a4 
oe don’t you understand that magnetic pull, 
=~ ~~~, that uncontrollable urge 


, to spring off the earth 


into the blinding light | i Untitled | 


ere eee 


Prima, c’era acqua. 

Lo spirito viscerale, il vuoto definitivo 
Il sangue della madre 

Accecante e assordante 

il suo polso era il primo orologio 

E piango al suo tempo, 

le mie lacrime gocciolano 

dal suo grembo 

superando le circostanze 


The visceral ghost, the ultimate emptiness 
The blood of the mother 

blinding and deafening 

her pulse was the first clock 

and I cry to her time, 


my tears dripping from her womb 


i Love by Lily Selthofner, acrylic om canvas, 20"x 24,” 2023 


+ 
aod Thine eg ereinieenntie airy en) ermine 


surpassing circumstance 


i 
i 
| First, there was water 
H 
( 
\ 
j 
| 


By Lily Selthofner 


When you leave for the forest + 


By Caroline Cavalier 


Aa oo cae, 


Deep in the first, only nature dances. 


The snakes slither and the birds soar, brooks and rivers swirl the tadpoles and koi eOncen 


The plants and their extremities stretch far and wide and sway inthe wind, ! 


cea Ui 


As rain spirals down, each drop blesses the surface it breaks upon. 


Permenee ry 


When you leave for the forest, will you take me with you? 


You'll wrap your fingers around my wrists and your heels will chassé. 


eFee 


When we get deep enough, Mother will let you dance, too. 


She will let you dance because she will observe that you are an extension of her. 


ad 


In that way that I do. , 
j 


ase 


i 
i When your feet are bare, you are rooted within her, beneath you. 


¢ One stroke of your smooth skin can heal like rain. 


One glimpse into your iris can provide warmth and sanctum. 


i In the form that I do. 


eae She will see, through it, your soul | = 
4 It resembles the way I crave for mine to appear, too. 
‘ Pp | 


Like Savasana on a dreary Sunday. 


Take me with you when you leave for the forest. 


1 ache to be able to dance, too. 
J 


4 


i l ache to dance for you. 


1 would do anything to dance with you. 


Untitled bee ea 


The girl sitting across from me 


Bedazzled glasses, Disney backpack, maybe 27 years old 


She lives in fantasy 


The guy in front of me 
Slightly balding 


No eye contact 


I’m his fantasy 


Ecstasy 


Horses in my dreams 


The Scottish guy, he perplexes me 


In the end, I’m alone 


777 you are haunting me 


Angel numbers 


No, you spend too much time on your phone 


The woman clapping on the subway steps 


I think she’s hexing me 
Ca 


By Isaiah Colmenero 


How Water Feels at Night (excerpt) 


By Elsa Ferguson ae 


Pate I, eas 


§ =a Set eta ree teehee, 
A firm beeping on the computer monitor alerts the presence of sound and movement in the | 


1 Place des Precheurs. The security guard rubs her crusted eyes and, with mild curiosity, takes 
closer look at the screen. At 1 AM, this location often becomes a drunken makeout spot, 


attracting teenagers fascinated with each other's tongues. Instead, her heart spins as she sees 


1 two women, dancing in the fountain. They are spiraling around the base, jeans soaked to the 


| skin, chests vibrating with laughter, swirling with careless leaps, arms gliding, fingertips 


j reaching, chasing each other’s youth. - 


| The security guard brings her nose right up to the screen, near enough to witness the two 


heavy-breathing bodies. Her own breath has.quickened. How does the water feel? 


et PW aad. 
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ON LIVING UNDER A BRIGHT WHITE oe 
By Betel Tadesse a 


When you say my tailbone tip and the ridges on my fingernails are vestiges of an evolution 


light sears my skin I require my tailbone tip and the ridges on my fingernails to hold my he 


Yesterday, I required my tailbone tip and the ridges on my fingernails to get me back my he 
but the street light was the gaze of the NYPD lined up like sardines, like dominoes, like bli 


When I was 16, I required my tailbone tip and the ridges on my fingernails to find me refu; 
something that made me feel real. Something that shone a warm, non-punitive light, I thou; 
my soul was still not visible, but my skin was searing. | ss 


My throat, then, was the Utah desert. I gnawed the ridges on my fingernails until ] was a pc 


pulsing flesh. On a panel with an activist from Flint I quietly considered necropolitics. I as: 


how my tailbone tip has a land on and in my body. j 


When that punitive light sears my skin I require my tailbone and the ridges of fingernails s 
am “infinite’—where the NYPD, sardines, and my high school class are vestiges of the pas 


on my fingernails are everlasting. 


Anyways, why is light most times bright blinding white? ! 
ee) aa 


Consider/Imagine/Think That 
By Sofia Trujillo 


Hi 


! 
You have grown uncomfortable aware | 


of your body. it’s form. eee 
When struck with particular anxiety, laying naked und 
you imagine you can feel yourself grow. ie 
Think of the body as a separate ee 


independent, entity eet ae! 


propelled, like a satellite, into space tentatively advanc 


my 


a slow spiral. 


Think of aging as the only definitive, ; 


your body’s evolution as the only linear thing about yo 


~ Sr ite: 2 


Imagine a body that never listens 


ary past, you do not understand that when that punitive 


art’s hand., 


ad under the blinding burning white of a street light, | 


nding burning white light. 


¢ in my shadow when my class buckled in laughter at 
ht was justice—but in the end it was fluorescent and 
] 


ol of blood and soothed by the blunt stinging of 
ure myself that on and in this world I have a land like 


Heart by Lily Setthofner, blood on paper, 8 5 x 11," 2023 


) that I can live in a shadow of the doldrums where | 


tI cannot remember and my tailbone tip and the ridges 


Lexicon by Lily Selthofner, pen o: 


in paper, 8.5” x 31,” 2023. 
a heen 


& + 


a 


never registers all of your offenses. 


Imagine a body understanding itself 


e xy 7 P ae ; 
ve x outside of what you demand it should be, distinct from what we think bodies mean. @ 


Imagine a body oblivious. 
Think of inflamed red marks on your cheeks, 


-T your duvet, 


have 
on your face. 

Consider a time when, 
having left these years so behind you wish for them § q 


if only they would come with youth. % 


